DEATH   AND  TO-MORROW
again. They don't feel at home on the Champs Elysecs because there
are no more Bank Holiday trippers about, and because no ugly
parchment-faced English spinster asks for rosbiJfmA chips from the
aghast Joseph they don't enjoy their cscargots. To me, now, it looks
like a married couple that had fought and quarrelled and had mis-
trusted each other, had parted, and poor Marianne finds herself lost,
alone, without her partner. She'd give anything in the world to
have him back, and let's hope when they're united again she
wouldn't make the same mistakes a second time."
"Nor her partner," my friend said.
We were going through the street in which my friend the
banker's bank was. That bank had often been attacked by the
Germans in the papers. Part of the capital was English and the
bank had stood for the liberalistische Schwcincwirtschaft of which
Germany was making an end. We were in front of the house. The
name of die bank had been removed from the door. 1 looked through
the entrance and there I saw the bank porter sitting at his desk.
There was something frightfully reminiscent of the past in the black
jacket and white tie of the porter. So much so that I said to the
Russian, "Wait a minute, I'll go in and perhaps he will know where
the banker is. He's,probably in England."
The porter recognized me. I asked where his boss was. The idle
question of an idle afternoon.
"He just went out," the porter said.
"What?  He'sin Paris?"
"Yes, sir, he came back a week ago. He'll be in in the morning."
I said I'd come and see him. The porter wrote on a slip of paper
that Mr. de Polnay would see him at ten. I think 1 must have had
wings as 1 rejoined my friend.
"He'll give me the money to get out," I said. "Who knows, in a
week's time I'm in Marseilles, and before the end of the year in
England." A convoy of German lorries full of sightseeing soldiers
rattled by. "Think; in England!" Because my friend was a Russian
and an artist to boot, he said, "You see, your poor Dodo died that
she shouldn't be in the way." 1 nodded. So we talked of Dodo, and
as we talked I could clearly see her before me and, because she'd
been a vain little person and had enjoyed flattery, I felt her tail was
wagging with appreciation. I was going, it was thanks to her that
I was going, so she hadn't really made a mess of that dying business,
and it was nice that I appreciated it.
Nona had news for me when I came back. A friend of hers, an
Englishwoman, had come to Paris from Marseilles. She was a